Little Tick

known to Lautrec, and whom many persons, the writer among
them, must remember dancing on the points of his enormous,
yard-long boots. He would suddenly, from his diminutive height,
spring into the air and dance, as if on stilts; varying this by
standing on the boards and, without moving his feet, banging
his head upon the boards; or take the applause, banked forward,
as though braking himself with the immense length of his boots,
while raising his hat as if posed to have his photograph taken.
Those long boots, in fact, had eccentric or dramatic importance,
like the shovel hat of Don Basilio in II Earbiere. That gives us
the whole priest-ridden South; and this, a world of comic but
eccentric individuality, sinister certainly, for Little Tich was
decidedly sinister, and so is Valentin, who is silent all the time
and never talks, absorbed in himself and in his dancing. It is a
religion or an ecstasy in his case, and not ordinary enjoyment.

For fifteen or twenty years he has danced every night, making
no money by it. For the rest, during summer afternoons he does
a little gardening and, sometimes, La Goulue spends the day
with him and is to be seen over a back wall, or from a back
window, pruning his roses. On Sundays, in fine weather, he
drives his pony and trap to Saint-Cloud, or to theBois de Boulogne,
and often brings La Goulue with him. It is said that they take a
picnic with them, and will celebrate a bony fete champetre, all
to themselves, in some dell of the forest. We may be certain that
they scarcely talk at all; but this does not lessen our curiosity,
for we have a longing to hear them speak one word or phrase.
No queerer pair of persons can ever have been thrown together
by the ha2ards of their profession. And who would think in
looking at them that Valentin would be the first to die in his
eccentric prime, and that his companion would have existed into
our own times, reduced to begging from table to table in the
cafes, fuddled with drink, her memories gone from her, to die,
at last, alone and forgotten, in a wretched caravan on a waste
ground of garbage and old tins. And yet, we do not know her
origin, which may have been, in all probability, as miserable as
this. To be born, and die, on a deserted fair ground, such was
the natural curve, or trajectory, of her days and nights. This was
marked upon the map of her life and, in the end, she will arrive
at it and fulfil the pattern.
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